
up. Ram. don't let your spirit* av down?' 1* my
nephew right, Miss Florene*T"'
"We pnfOod save the Oueen ' tirsl, I believe,"

abe answered, laughing; "imf everybody iu Aus¬
tralia is fond of ' Cheer up. Rum I * *

This led to my aunt askim* Min* Hawke to King, to

which she consented ou condition that Amelia sang
first; so my coman wont to the piano and piped, in

u small, blythe note, about some merry, merry mau
who broke an unfortunate girl's heart, and vt con¬

tinued very merry, ri fol de lol I proving wlint oili-
oua rogues merry, merry men are. Then Miss
Hawke, after a little hesitation, sud a timid peep at
ino with ber lovely eye* took ber place and warbled
rn ballad. I have no recd lee! ion of tlie air; I do not
remember that 1 Bnthstod what tbe poetry wm
abOUl ; but, for all tbat, I considered it the divinest
nong I had ever heard. Was lt some commonplace
tum* were the words of thc alhuni-tv \o\ tbe Le¬
titia Kli/abeth Landon and broken heart and dis¬
hevel].si ringlets school T Very like, very like ; but
no incomparable Italian artist, singing aome air of
matchless beauty, could have overwhelmed me

with such emotions as those raised in me by Miss
llawke's ->iii.pie, pi-ettv voice ; tho airv, graceful,
flower-like po**- of lier ti-rnre, ber white Hands, with
a ring or t wo on them, trembling like blown Snow-
fiak.-s which alu ter with the markie ol bm crystal,
«s they moved over the ivory keys, her rich hair
taking a ruddy tinge of gold from the sofi lamp¬
light, the sweetest of little feet coquetting with the
pedals.

I protest, when I think of her. I long, like Werther,
to take my llovv ing locks In both hands jiud pour out
mv soul. Dissembling was idle. When mom than a

luau's heart Will hold is poured iufo it. then, like
nnv other yarnel a boohoo' or h was-ung-ti"
w ill overflow. 1 woeperreetly sensible that there was
n note of sometbina exceedingly like iiupaaaioned
admiration in the thanks I Bollifl tn thnar of the
Othen Cor her -nmg, but 1 could UOt help it. Amelia
looked at me. Sophie at her mother, and her mother
fainuM herself. Miss Hawkes said, " you are too

kind. Mr. Seymour, to praise amos warmly: my
voice is a verv poor one." while my uncle ob*
BBrTOd, "1 don't know; it looks to nie as if .I.i.k
bad B cultivated taste"'.on which I ga v e B wild
laugh.

il nv ke then somewhat bashfully asked if /
V -lilli sing.
u What I before ladlee,'1 thought I. '.Nevi" I

told ber that my knrrwledge of music did not enable
mc to reach to anything higher than a windlam
ibo, BS.

** Then give ns one of'tbe old chanteys, nephew,"
exclaimed my uncle; "'Haul the bowline!' or
. Whiskey Johnny !' or,' Hun. let the bullgine run !'
Whv the mere sound of those old songs takes me

boen forty roam and I mem to oe standing in the
I..- scuppers up 1<> my neck, or holding on with mv
eyelids as I try to roll up the tore-royal single¬
handed."
However I declined to sine, and they gave un

pressing ne. toa was brought in. and we eat, witn
cups and muosm in our hands, talking a variety of
Mnall beer, untQ Ulta Hawke, pulling a watch of
the size of a sixpence from her waistband, said that
it WOO getting Late, she must go home: whereupon
my ancle siad be would walk w ith her to ber house,
nnd hall' turned to me in a manner that made me

hope be was going to ask me to join him; but
instead, be observed, "1 sha'n't be above twenty
minutes, .lack. Don't g0 IO bed, we'll have a elua!

v inn 1 ntmii." Of ionise, I endeavored to look
hJiiisiiisl Hud humpy.though I would cheerfully hove
civ.-ii up smoking'for ;i m.Mith forth'.' privilege of
twining him to see Mis^ Hawke home.

well, presently she cams down, dremed, looking
lovely in the lamplight in ber bewitching bat, ano

nai'l go id-uight to us; and I mu my ancle lurking
in the hall wit h his wideawake on. and wished him at
Jericho for leaving nie behind. She left the loom.

but (ame ba.-k in ;i moment, crying oat, in her me¬
lodious way. "Oh. I lum forgotten Flora; where's
mv ducky, rion I "

Mi- nmle whistled, my aunt made a noise like a

benaud my eonaius peered about. I looked under
the sof.i ano found the obi creature snogged up into
u ball ami mering like a young negro.
"Here's l'|ora.' said 1 dropping on one knee,

it; to hand the animal ont ami gallantly place
her m lief mistress i arms; but the moment mat 1
i 1 the aged beast, timi woe erideutly very

i :.l on to lui ba's, with Int tail oil
end like an ensign staff on s ship's stern, snapped al
my binni, and went reeling under the sola into the

. loom, backing away and making a most horrible,
laiiit. barking noise.
"lion't bs afraid. Mr. Seymour." mid Miss

Hawk-': "she's the sweetest.mostnannlem, tin-
dean-si old thing.aren't you. Flora '" ami sin- took
the quivering, grinnu. ir. terrified, deaf, asthmatical
old brute to ber hean and put ber lip- to the worn-
out skin of thc creature's bead and fondled it. She
then wein away for nod, gi\ i11__: ns all a beautiful
m.iil. as she .nutti .1 toe room ; and 1 sat down wit ii
my aunt iiml cousins, to chat w it li t beni until my
uncle returned.

_

CHAPTER IV.
Some _M_.D Mimi

1 west to heil at half past ll ihal night My
uuit, iu the most afbctiouate. manner, boped I

sonhl sleep well; my cousins bade BBB good-night
\ .- ith tbs kindness of sisters ; my um ie accompanied
I me to Bflf bed-room in order to see that I was prop¬

erly eased i"r, and parn >l (rom ms with every ssani*
l"-t:ition ot cordial pleasure at my presence, beg*
plug bm to bel completely at borne, to do as 1

ploaard, to ask for whatever I wanted, lo enjoy my¬

la-If t boroiiglily, and to stay as long as over I chose.
Could marta] nels say more to a nephew 1 and

what a delightful, fragrant, bri e/y bedroom was

minc! and yet, thou uh I was iu bed by 12, the

lights out, not a sound to distill!) BM outside, save

now and again a moan of night vv iud to rustic the
Howers m..hi- the window and sllJlki' their sweetness

into the dark, star-laden air. I did not dos)' my cys

in sleep till 1 o'clock.
Ho Chancelj litigant, whom ^hrmn-wis'BB-t is in

all pndiiiiiiiiiv to end BMU-S/Bly; no young actor,
WhomInt appearance in London le fixed for the

following night; no distracted tradesman, with
ii beary bills, rsBowed nd nauseam. tailing due

D'-xt niorniiig, tOBli have plunged and rolled upon

his ssa! tinm mow wearily and deepleosly than 1.

To my that 1 -vasse much in bivi with florence
Haw Ive as [* be nuable to close mv eves through
thinking of lier would be to soys little too much,
ll evora ian fell In love at first eight,] did; I'll
not ih iiv*«1. 1 thought Miss Hawkes beautiful (na¬

ture, wipi the manners of a queen and the sweetness
of sin ::*-.': and I wa* in love with her, though a

low liftr* '" *""'' km! neverheardof ber.] bad not
t!1(- pi.st idea that there was such a person in the
v,,i*''l. Hut I ain md going to pretend thal I was

m»'h an emotional, impressionable, sentimental
-wah that 1 i-oii.d be robbed of mv sleep righi away
Bul of band bj the first pretty woman 1 bad ever

wbom I felt 1 could many and live happily
Wttb ever after.
And yet she was responsible for my sleeplessness.

too; Cori loy thinking of her until Ithouglit myself
toto brood wakefulness, though 1 hod gone tired to
lied : as i man who may bo hungry at bis aroa] hour
for dining, linds hia appetite gone il the dinner bi¬

lung (..laved. Being ol a somewhat imaginative
miiid, 1 idetured her as forced by ber father Into ac¬

cepting Slr. Molt combe, nod I thought of my-ell a-

going to the rescue and attacking old Hawke, and
av ithering him up with a thousand penetrating and
seething sarcaame; and my human actually carried
me into thc imagination of horsewhipping young
Morecombe for being rude to me. What wit visits
one in bed, where it is of no u^e what conflicts one
ha*, tluie w nh one's enemies iu t be sileui e of night,
and how victorious om- always is!
However,] fell asleep at last, and when ] was

Balled bys servant, was thankful to lind that the
night was gone, ead my job of kieking the bed¬
clothes about done for the time being. Tuen must
Ix- something verv noxious and nauseous _ the
London air to make the breezes of the country or

the seat-aide the (blights thewan to eoeknevnoa
trils. Spite of my night of Broken mot, 1 tell a

etone lichter in weight as I moved abonl th<
dies..",... myself: the atmosphere woe delicious, a

wann, aromatic tide that bummed pleasantly
through the window, nnd was full of thechiuiting
of Idc*. radiant with thc tossing and blown flight
of bnttorfliea, and there woes sound of the*throb¬
bing lif« of llrist.il city palatal in it.

i lound my D-hitioiis in the bu ikf.isi-rooin ; not
©ne of thom gloomy, subterraneous ehauibera. so

culb d. which von lind in London houses, nnd which
are occupied "by the black beetles when the family
ere away, but a asmdeaoae, cheerful apartment,
made green and ooo! by tho ahadowe of susne tues

which stood elem against that side of tbe boneo I
Wiie warmly greeted, and BUBOWed the kind in¬
quiries ns to the, nigbt I had Passed by saying that
when | fell asleep 1 nb pt like a top, wbieh was

ti ne Hough.
** Jil tell you,'' said my uncle. « how you may kill

thc tune boro, Their is a lust man- in tlie "rtabls at

yuin disposal whenever you have a mind lol a

BOB-SO. ran yon ridel"
¦ Yr*, il there's pomim-l enough to bold on bv."
"Theil there is a snug pliuetou iu which VOW OOO

iii ive _v"ur*-el! and your uunt and vour cousins

round the country.I don't mesn Iii eat Britain, but
the neighborhood. There is tho club at Bristol. 1
bave put your name down, and you can u»e u -.bib
Mm an- heie. Von have the BBB within BBB]
Vales is not far oil, and you eau fetch any of the
(han ucl porte wbeuever you like by steamer from
Bristol. I doubt whether we shall lit' able to manu
fact un-any dances for you.we have not besa hen-
long enough lo be able to lill a room ; hut dinners 1
thmk WO eon promise; and what further pro
gmaSBBm <ao we make ont, boullia J "

¦. Nothing further is warned." said 1. "li leal*
readj most hospitably abundant."

ri insetty my aunt said sosnothing al*out Florence
Il ... j.ml asked Amelia at what hour t.ot unj
llr. Hawke was expected.
.Mt "> ac ii this afternoon." wm ber reply,

s an anthem I much wani to hear to bs snug

at service this morning iu tbe cathedral; and 1 ar*
ruut'' l yesterday with Kloreoec to go. We simll
walk there, ami lier carriage will fetch us."
¦ \v ill you take inc i" s.ud I. *' Kothing delights

im- s-i lunch ax sacred niusio."
" Uv all means, come,'' answered my kimi cousin.
" Mirna Hawke, I hope, won't think me intrusive,"

___JL

- Why should shot" oxdainied the hearty, good-
natured Sophie.
-Intrusive! rou mean complimentery," observed

mv uncles ¦ l>'ye suppose, man, she'll reckon you
go for the love of musicf
The dow n right ness of.this somewhat abashed me,

*» Mut 1 should like to hear the music," said I; M and
ii not the cathedral worth see ina I"

" Never waa in it," he answered.
" I am thinking," said my aunt, addreaaing her

husband, ami then looking at her daughter* on if
miking tor encouragement to deliver what waa in
b.r mimi, ¦ that Mr. Hawke might.1 mean, tbat aa

we cannot pretend to be ignorant of his views re-

s]M-cting."
.'What, my lovef what do yon want to sayT"

asked mv unrlc.
u\Vhv." she continued, "be might not, perhaps,

like Florence to.be might not thank us for intro¬
ducing-" Nh'' could not go on. perhaps not liking
to be too plain, and yet not knowing bow to couvev

ber ineaniiiK otherwise than plainly. Hut we all
guessed what she incant, and mv uncle said :

lit old Hr. Hawke hang himself. What it is to
ust If be objects to his daughter meeting yonng
men. h-t him lock ber up. I really cannot contine
Jack t" his bed-room because, beiug nt large, he is
likely to anno** Mr.'Hawke by being ponto to bia
daughter when bs meets ber, and hy nflming to ac-

eotupaiiv her aud bis cousin.bis cousin my dear-.
to beor sp« rforsaaamof sacred omsk."
"1 shouldn't be too sensitive alumt Mr. llawke's

feelings, ma-iiuia, if I.w.-re you." wild Sophie. " Whv
shouldn't Cousin Jack know Florence, ami walk
willi her and Amelia! I am sure be is worth a

t! maand Mr. Mo-eoombaa."
"' Bay twenty thouaand, Bophie." I exclaimed, feel¬

ing that I could bug tbe dear girl for ber BBOdBSaj
boo loyalty.
- I mn a father myself," said uncle, lying back in

bin chair ami taking a conipiacont look around the
talde. u and 1 should be sorry to do anything calcu¬
lated to bother a man in his wishes concerning his
children. Hut [ am notgoing to trouble mjBafl on
motton I can't help. 1 should be sorry to call
apon Mr. Hawk)- and tell him that, tu my opinion,
lu- is Sprig for subordinating Ids daughter's lumpi¬
ness iu tlui future to a twopenny anxiety to Brag
some |hi.u creature of a oma into the family whose
mi" recommendation is that when his father iii**-* he
will be .a baronet. 1 would not tell him that, I suv.

But d'ye suppose I'm not gotau to have mv brother's
son to atop with me. that lam going toabotmy
door against my own nz, beoaoss Miss Florance
vi-iis bile, and'old Hawke would be angry If she
should goiind give hm heart to one of my guests,
instead of reserving it .or the shell of it. for it'll be
bul fl hollow 1 hill LT sbe presents tf slit's forced to
hand it over to the WTOUg man.instead "I reset v hag
it. 1 say, for the coxcomb ber father wantohm to
li.iveT'"

¦. Well, I am Mire I never though my remarks
would have led to .di ibis." said my aunt, ruefully,
m Nobody OOUld have fl greater contempt for Mr.
Hawkes notions ol' maiiiaL'e llianl. All that I
incant in sin was that we. as jirquaintniice* ami
neighbors of his.1 mean,that oeFlorence retry
often comes to see us--" Hmo she broke down

again.
I fell it time to speak.
"Why this anxiety,aunt7 Am 1 goinjrto poonce

upon tlie young ladyand corry ber onl (sit the
dove that eanally bolts with ibo hawk. I ad mi!
that i-lie is a lovely girl.there would be nothing
very oetoniahing in any neel or male friend oil
roars falling in tove arith Ber* but if he Battered
himself on wiaahM her I should either consider him
demented or insufferably conceited. But as you ob¬
ject to my.''

" No. in>." she Interrupted "I don't object.in¬
deed not, Mr .luck. I only.what I mean li lo-
(Iced, if you don't accompany ber and Amelia you'll
make bm feel quite uncomfortable."
This ended it, my uncle rounding it ott' with a

bunt of laughter.
I eau be as las!idiom, in my views ns my betters:

and 1 \ nhl to i.an in reaped ing the right son ot

parental opinions on the duties ami behavior of
young ladies: andwhen, therefore. I look back. I am
unable '<> find the least possible impropriety in my
volunteering to escort two girls to *ervieeal n ca¬

thedral to heal fl particular anthem sung. But siio-

)>..-. I had not been strictly within, and well w itli-
i.i the bound-, of decorum, I should still bave

tl roy cousin to toke me totbeeervice.and risk) il

tbe chance of being thought improper. My uncle
waa right; it was not the sacred music, ii waa not
the cathedral, that drew me. I wanted to be in
Miss Florence's company again, 1 wanted to enjoy
the delight of being mar her. of being able tooee
her beautiful face and t" Inar bel sweet voice.

Ito, shortly ofter breakfast, Amelia and I left the
hourn foi Clifton Lodge [let Mr, Hawke's residence
have that namei, 1 handsomely equipped, with a

gay Bower thal Io.vjiI ami tender-hearted Sophie
liiiit pinned upon my eon! while 1 waited in the hall
for Amelia, and my cousin iu bright colors, which
she topped with a green peraeol thal goveher
w arm. fal ta, e a kind of copper-like splendor. < mr
road took us from the valley of Avon, and when
you are out of aighl ol' thal fairy-like ravine. Hie
iioide heights of rm ks, the shining river thal winds
at bottom, and the wonders of vegetation whom
h. h nimmel Inns make the whole place like ¦ piece
of tropical scenery,Clifton dom bo! offer many
points tor a man to posture over in description. I
own I wns nm motif disturbed by the eight of
dust and vii!;.-. My thoughts wore conaiderabl*
ahead ot na elong *.\ith Miss Florence Hawke:
and I believe, bad the Alps been shitted by an

earthquake and brought alongside, 1 should Bot
bave taken much notice of them.
We arrived al the hon--, and a very handsome

building it was; square, detached, with ¦ sort of
tower upon it, and some figures of angela or greece
or muses at the coiners, li was as big again aa my
uncle's; but whether I was prejudiced by what I
hail heard of old Hawke, or js nether the house w as

really suggestive us i found it. ii seemed to me, for
all iis conservatories, its ricn window drapery, its

! steps, pillars, ami the rest of it, :i cold, formal,
preciao*look.tg boom. It bod a look of opulent
sjentoelneos, aud il I had been Baked to design a
house for ariel) man who waa without blood and

j anxious to procure some, Clifton Lodge ls the sort
ol result neel should have given him.
There was a Short carriage-drive to the doorj we

marched along with powdered boots ami pulled the
bell. A fellow in grand livery opened tin-dom-ami
conducted us to the drawing-room, unite too sumpt¬
uously furnished for my tjiste, muon as I value the
fine and the beautiful; full of gilt and marble, wit h
a band-pointed ceiling.in abort, prettj nearly a>

overpowering aaoue ol Lord I int e's rooms in Cardiff
Castle, w hich I had the honor to inspect «lu n I > is
hod the port of that name.

"Mighty splendid!" said I to Amelia, looking
abont me ami missing something.I don't know
wb.it- w liiib. bad it been there, would have pre¬
vented me from finding it so bord and cold. "Ami
tin- is Miss llflw kc's home f"
"ls it noi voiv magnificentf whispered my

cousin. "Mr. Hawke must have brought a lot of
Ar.st niliau gold with him to Clifton- for everything
-. bum ':obl h. ic Aren't you surprised boo to think
how unaffected and childlike Florence isl One
would suppose that a girl living in such splendor
would think herself too grand for anybody bin
lords ami ladies."

.. Well.'sjiiil 1, " if I lived h.-re I don't know that
[ should be able to walk. Tbe earth would tn-too
low tor my boots. Burely bet father ought to bave
ii soul above the son of a baronoi." snit! I. -*lai
u lady in a cloud, blow inu a ii a in j nt. .nulli a grum¬
met of flowers noon tlie ceiling.

.¦ Tbe son will oe eighth baronet, when he goto it,"
¦aid abe, ..Ami 1 believe the Morecomhea ore con¬
nected in various ways with about twenty titled
fjtlllilie.s.''
A plague upon him and his connections, thought

I: and aa this benediction upon him rolled np ont
ot m\ soul, M.-s Hawke come iii, dress,'.i for tbe
walk, sin- looked surprised to see me, and slightly
blushed. I pu slime, when the footman gave our

gamea, abe supposed 1 waa my uncle But the look
was all tbe e \ pi i's-iou her surprise found, ami it nus

replaced hy s smile so uncommou-y like oneal
pleasure thal as it passed over bet lace my heart
struck a loud whop in my bosom.
Bbs gave bbb ber little gloved band to shako, said

she was very elad to see me, ami Baked ii 1 was go-
jug to the cathedra] e ith them.

.. Yes. if I may," s.iid I. - When Amelia spoke of
the anthem] begged leave to hew it too. I hope I
am not intrusive. Nobodj aaked >n<'. I aa ben bj
my own invitation."

.. Why ahouldn't you eoooe f" san! she, mriline.bul
looking shyly. "The choir is a good one, li yon
like samed music von will enjoy the (ringing."
As we left the house I Baked if thi cathedral was

far. "Almost for enough for a dr.ve. if you are
a bad walker.'' she answered,

" We shall drive b.n k." said Amelia. .. Thc way is
nearly all dowo hill. Not thal I very mai b cue to
use a ( iiiia'-'i- when 1 go to chinch, even on week
days. I dislike seeing ncooh- roll up to a church-
door as if th.y expectoO lue vicar and bia curates
ami the pew opener and the Beaton to . niue out aud
stand in a roe aad boo to thom, lt ia excusable,
perhaps, ob ji wet day, or whoo people ure old or

have the gout."
*. Yes. ot church we are all ennuis," s_id I. u und

8 'ht to arrive on bot "tbs nobleman nml the
chimney-sweep, the footman and the baronet.''

1 brought iu tbs word \tarowt for the sake of nut¬
ting a little malicious emphasis upon it; but Vies
Florence took ne notice, what an adorable profile
was hare to torn ta ns l walked bj ber side I ile i.

wns not an atom ot stilliiertH in berlalk. H.td w.- boan
auld BOqnaintanoe she could uot have addressed
me moro freely ami pleasantly. She laughed at my
little jokes lilllie they were) linked BM illriiilt the BBB,
wondered how I coola harehad tbs berni lo give ap
the life and liberty of the ocean, ami BOOkc of the
Bailor's calling aa the msnuoot ia the world.

*' What !" cried Amelia, " BBBBU manly than the
soldier's .'"
"Certainly," she .answered; " they uinnot lie

mentioned in the aame breath. Don't von agree
with me, Mr. Seymour P
.'Agree vv ith i on, Miss Hawke ! imbed I do, flinn

the bottom of my hean !" I answered and I barely
reved myself frikm adding that, luul abo decreed ia
favor of the soldier's life, I should nave agreed vv ith
her willi all my .soul, just the same.

It waa o very abort walk to inc. Winn Amelia
Miiid, " The cathedral, Jack, kitoCollegeOreen there,
jual round the corner, 1 exclaimed, " I thought von

said, .Miss Hawke, thal it wu* almost far enough for
a dn\c. Were ii ivetbnas farthar it would not bs
too for fer ow.'

\ ciy hot it wj-s, being o eloodleae morning, and
many a fathom we measured without meeting with
the relict of un imh of shade; but though torpu-
kucc in not popularli .uj-iHitod to revel lu the dog-

_aya. my fat and amiable cousin declared she en*

joyed the heat, and walked aa If perspiration had
Veu preocribed j while the only effeet prodnced on

Miss Florence by the exercise and the tem pe rut ure
was a slight deepening of tho delicate pe:i, b-hko
tint on ber cheeks. As I swung along at her side,

tistening to her pretty TOieo and looking at her love-
y face. It seemed dirncult to realize that yesterday
at that hour, ay, for somo hours later, sue bud no

existence, so far as I was concerned. Indeed, I
swilled to have known her nn aire; n notion pro¬
duced, probably, by my thoughts having been full
of bot from tbe moment I clapped eyes on ber.

I should like to be able to write in praise of Bris¬
tol Cathedral. The mere circumstance of Florence.
Hawke living in tho neighborhood ought to havo
made living poetry ami beauty not only of the old
pile, bur ol every brick and chimney-pot in tho
atty, Hut there ls a nakedness and a most unlovely
grimness about the cathedral that renders admira¬
tion very dillh ult. Outside, the structure has thc
look of it forties*, and inside it I* an naked as a sta¬

ble. The MW8, or benches, are crowded together nt
one end. when't herr is a small show of ecclesiasti¬
cal furniture; nml to reach those seats you have to
na\ igato a small Atlantic Ocean of stone iloor, with
pillan on either Hide; alni the stet liny of the cold
and stony scene la emphasized rather than relieved
by ben aad then.a* widely arattered a.* currant*!
in a sailor's dumpliii-- a memorial of brass or mar¬

ble, [n most cit h.-il-als then is something to look
at. What* is shown may be often a sham. Still, a

small stock of faith will enable you to gate with
interest, as, for instance, at tbs Bleak Pi-ace's
iiinior at Canterbury,wbieh, for all one knows,
m,.v have been mauufaotup <l a! Birmingham,
whence a great numlicrof ancient relies ore, 1 be¬
lieve, annually exported. Hut Bristol Cathedral
offers you nothing. Historic memories bo doubt lt
baa j but there is nothing to touch, to hangover,
lo inns., apon, in the form of S tomb, an obj banner,
a st.'iin on the flags, whSBO sonic Bely man gav un

the ghost.
Ami yet one church Bristol bas tba! atoms for

the unfurnished cathedral, [mean Bt. Mary Red¬
cliffe, lt laen architectural dream, most benn ifni
and tender. Why OTC Bot all churches equally love¬
ly 1 Wen- they SO) I um sun v.e .sImhiiiI all bc more

religious. Ladtoa St, Marv ItodclifTe is a church to

get married in. why, even b wedding for money
ay,even the nuptials of a foolish old rich won,mi

With a linPoking, rapacious yoong man.would take
au idyllic chalet.-i ina Si. Ma,-, Redcliffe. But I
suv I'i istoli.ms, where aol you that efogy of poor
Little Chatterton 1 Could anything be mora tool*
i-di ? rm a Dutchman if it um't like i memorial to
a tomtit. Think of ¦ structure resembling s shrine,
surmounted bj s caricature in little "i ¦ lord-mayor
ot the last century! Waa Chatterton a geniusf
'{'on my word, I never could understand his ancient
liiir!": lint if M had DO linne talent tbnli I barre.
who could aol make a rhyme, though ten poonda of
inne Virginia were tillered me for a couplet, may I be
li ma. .1 ii' I would have consented to thrtrrectfon of
sm ii a sen. .row had 1 bailed limn old Sebastian
Cabot's port.Well. Hiss Hawke ;iml my cousin aud I entered
the cathedral snd joined the worshippers nev

enough: hut business is bittiness, and ihi': wasn't

Sunday), and heard the anthem. A fine piece of
rambling music it vms, nml well sung Tne mem*
oi v oi it would insj,in-mc to attempt some elegant
win ng badi boord ii in any other interim
Durham, ot Winchester (wherein I hove knelt aa a
bairni,or Gloucester; hut the nakedness nt the
building ran amuck with emotion. The dim, rich.
holy light; theghoatlv tatters of ancient banners,
hovering like petrified oats hu the gloom of a dark
roof that bas reverberetrd tlie orisons of genera¬
tions; the stone wamore on their backs, with their
mailed hands crossed upon theirpole bosom*, ami
their noses gone to join their sonni; tbe satyr-like
effigies which glower like tbe nightmares ol mad
Chinamen from darksome corners »nch ando aeon
of other sacerdotal wooden a hub aa man w ho ha*
heaved al a rapetan and sat astride a yard-arm can
lu expected to remember, were wantina ss adjunct
to that rolling and growling iiml swelling anthem
in Bristol Cathedral.
Am! yet the grand meladh s. tbe sweet and silver

tenor notes, tue tremulous thunder of the solemn
organ, echo in mj soul to ibis hour, ns a leered set¬
ting ' i that poem of womanh.I who sui on my
righi hand in a posture of tb ration, tintenins to the
heavenly strains. J Ay, depend upon it, that any
.rill w ho s Buts i" ui it-li and mal ¦. lal ge and splen¬
did a young man's iden of her cannot do better than
carry him off to hear ah aiitbem sung in a cathedral.
The hall-room licqucutlis the memory "i white
shoulders, sparkling eyes, waltzing mcamn

,, forth; tue dinner-table pretty much thc some
tb ink. sometimes including the waltzing met
tlie pai lor experience ii homely, aud sen timei
mixed np with darning, hemni]ug_iiiid such malters.
But to sit hv the side of a lovel" girl in nra
and hear an anthem sung istoenjoj a singular de¬
ration of emotion, Khe beconu - n nari ol the saereil
entertainment, Khe humanizes tue music, and the
music spiritualizes her. 1 ins nmi tx" ruthi r German
as a pieceof subtlety; but none the lees ii Istrne.
I can tell you this:'I understood that anthem all
the i" ii.i for looking at Florence Hawke; yea, and
I found ber sweetness the sweeter and ber womanly
beauti the womanlier for a niching her mid think¬
ing of her to the tune thai rolled mil "f the ...

ii ie 1... ions hool i with a deep-tbrool d reverts
that sometimes set the seat we were on qnivei
Service b.ing over, we came away, aud outside

found Alphonso llawke's turn¬
out, quite in keeping with the gut and vcl rel and
marble of Clifton Lodge. There was a dei ice on the
panels tbat looked nncouimonly like a lord'a-aud
iniL'iit have passed for something of the kind to S

person not nicely acquainted with odds andendaof
liiat sort.

..ls it to)) hot for a drive, dear, before we go
bom.-1" asked Miss Hawke mldressing Amelia, of
i .nu se, for 1 was not dear yet.

.. No if it is not too hot I" w alk il i- not too hoi
to di ive." answered Amelia. "Would you like a
(hive, .lack 1"

" Very much," said I; so we poi into the cai
ljlm Hawke gave some directions to the footman,
iiml oil'vi !. went, honored bi the notice ul every¬
body we encountered. Indeed, 1 never before
observed people store so bani at a carriage oh the
Bristolians we met did ai oms. Th,, reason l.-.v in
thc nu n's liven*,! think. It wns ;(> gaml" asnn

alderman's, a bis ot crim ou and gobi, and they
bail w bite bail .uni "thining stocking*. \\. talked
ol ile-.nilli'm. ami Miss Hawke asked me what I
thought of tbe cathedral. 1 gave her my opinion
.-.ti.t she sgreed e ith me.

¦. li iatheonl) rlisapuointmenl I have," said she.
.. We Australians are always dreaming of tbe antiq¬
uities of England Jami wheo pans told me wi
going to live near s cathedral, I pictured a pince

\\.-tinm-i! r Abbey, full of wonderful tombs,
glorious windows, beautiful munnin, nts, ami
iiin.1 sp.,:- railed oil and biddi n ia twilight, How¬
ever, it is better than uo catbedn 1 .,i all."
This was about the most sensible (liing that waa

said during the drive : ali the rest of tin ron-
tion was Biade up of the idle chattel which three
persons .rho reno colimany.will bestow on one
auother, Tlie young Ind (poke of persons who
were strange] si., nie : of M i Jones's I ti

Robinson ganlen-paj
Chirrup learning sluging with the idea of going on
tin- stage. I bad as much i" -.,,-. too,
them i ]. j. to be funny, and made them laugh any¬
how. I took im ullin: of the course tin coachman
wa- steering; w hetheifhe.was heading north m'-mit li
leonid not say. lt was e.igli for me that I was

sitting opposite Florence Hawke: that my knee
toiuli'd the sacred hem.let me call lt hem- of her
exquisitely fitting dress: that 1 ... as breathing the
atmosphere that her lovely pre
grant. 1 say, thal was enough forme. What did
it mattel how old roil an-gnld on the box pullet] the
reins f All that 1 desired WBB thal In- sboii|,| mu be
in o barry to cony na home. The drive was huge¬
ly meant for me, 1 knew; and so now andnguin
I would admire the seenerj and ask whose house
thal vvjis, ami in.iiiid lo be ml. re.ted in the land¬
scape. I'm I have no recollection of tbe view.
Nellly all that 1 can remember is Florence, ber
shining, winning eves, the light upon ber hair, the
delicate tim upon her fat .-. c.isl bv the crimai
as,.1 iu li.r hand, ber unsffected laughter, aud nest
of all. shipmate, tbe real pleasure she seemi d to find
in my company, as it there was something in my
talk that brightened np lui spirits.
And why not f sh-' loved Sydney, aad I knew the

pine. well. She liked s;ijl. s. alni | h.,,! ben oin-,
..ml was still me al li. all .-ile had ni.nl, lou
ages, and could Understand meas. uiigul
who hod rounded tbe Hoi n tn ice, and knew what a

four moiii li-'nassage i-. Might she not, then, hove
found ;i kimi of salt-water flavor about me thal
would linne as a kimi ot noveltj to bel BOS
awoken pleasant thought*)?

liv and by we cam.' to a i...id that had two
branches, one lending i" Clifton Lodge, and the
other to raj uncle's house j and here At,olia ;ok..l
Miss Hawke te accompany us borne to lunch.
"1 h..ired you nnd Mi. Seymour would have

lunched with ""'." said Miss florence.
.. As you ph ase, di ar," said Am. ii i, with the food*

natured indifference to things which I have often
taken notice of in fal peoph*,"Hoine!" warbled the sweet girl to the resplaud-
ent creatureon tho box; ami present}, we arrived
ut Clifton Lodge.
The old Arabian romancers were fend of bringing

young men of serious social standing and prim
together, and making the princesses overwhelm the
young nun with fawns snil'sweetmeats, until the
young men, bewildered bj so much kindnew-and
so lunch beonty.ea. at last lo wonder whether
they stood un their beela oi thalr banda, Aol fol¬
lowed tbs girls into (lilton l-odge, ] must sn my
feelings very mueh resembled those of the Arabian
young men. Iliad Betti a young princess, S_d by
a combination ol events over which I hod no eon*
trel, though I Kiubl not have marshalled them to
uootar advantage to Bursett had 1 tim ordering of
thom,] noa privileged to Im in ber company, and
enjoy her eoovMSOtioB ami bociet3 so continuously
Bo to stake the chances by which tbat spell ol
caine allon! quite singular to ii iii.'inlier.

I .ike the (in iim-itaiiccs in theil ardor: tii-t. her
papa was 0WS1 I linn il,, ic « n tin- meeting her 00
tin- pm ions m.iii, ami ber stopping to dianei then
thora was tho arraugenicul with AioeLia to hem the
anthem, nye stopping in and Baking have to ge too,
tin-walk to the cathedral, the -n ling Huon.

co, tbe drive, and now ute invitation to lunch.
li waa ali perfectly correct. 1 ijuestion If th moal
in ululated old Lsd} living, blass her! could lind an

for a mow I in an v point of this narrative ol
my meet ing ami acquaint.nee with Florence J;
solar. Hut. nevin h. 1, -. tins pul and 1 Wi
nindi together al thc Iii ot start lint 1 mty thc;,
something singular in iu

She took my cousin np-stairs, and I was left alone
in the drawing-room, where, after casting my eyes
round the spacions apartment, snd surveying
the costly ornaments, the resplendent rbaire, and
tho various other objects, with much wonder,
and without the least pleasure^ opened an al¬
bum, bound in silver and ivorv, with Alphonso
Hawke's crest (his treat I}.akthdof shield with
something that looked like a goose perched on top
of lt, its wings extended, and its bill cocked np as

though it wert- asking forgiveness for its absurd
posture.and looked at the photographs. Here I
found correct portraits of her gracious Majesty,
likewise the late Prince Consort, and the Heir Ap¬
parent in Highland costnme ; also several persons
of qtiftlity t and among these angtist and noble peo¬
ple there were scattered likenesses of the Hawke
family and the most -rented of their friends. But
the book was very thinly furnished. It was a show-
volume, meant for visitors. The likenesses of
Hawke's relations and early acquaintances aud an¬

tipodean friends were, I suppose, kept in a separate
book, intended for tho use of the family and the
domestic!) only.
But, in looking over this album. I rame across

a lovely profile likeness of Miss Florence. It was a

Paite photograph, tbs shadowing and light very
tine, tin poos perfect In grace and refinement, She
wai seated, landing over a hook, her hand to bel
forehead, and tressesof her hair delicately fringing
her finger-tips. As i sat entranced the ladies en¬
tered. I was so full of the subject that I imme¬
diately exclaimed : " what au exquisite portrait
this is. Miss Haw ks I "

1 hey both came up to look. When Miss Hawke
saw that it was her likeness, SUB slightly smiled,
hei color deepened," It is considered good," said sbe.
" lt is Boned I" said l, rapturously. " Have you

one, Amelia T "

" One of my own T ¦ asked Amelia.
" One of these," said 1, and I pointed to thc lovely

portrait.
" No, Jack." answered Amelia.
" I had only n dozen," said Miss Florence, "and

this, I believe, is the hint of tlieill. If YOU WOllld
like to have it, Amelia, yon arc very welcome to it,
W ti."

" May I extract it at mice!" said I, nnd, without
waiting for Permission, I withdrew it tremblingly,
but with cxtraoidimii v care, and said. " I will put
it in my pocket ami keep it for you, Amelia" ; and
mi BSt ing, I pocketed it.

All tins was snore significant than talking. Ame¬
lia giggled, and did not know how to look nor what
to say. Miss flori m e. on the other hand, threw I
Tell of charmin--, transparent tact oxer the little
interlude, by coming close to the table, and saying,
white abe pointed to the portraits, "That is my
father, Mr. Seymour, and that is my poor mothei "

and aa I stooped to peer ot llr, Alphonso llawke's
f.'iitur.s a fooininn announced laneneon.
Cold chicken and tongue, cutlet i bi ld claret, and

fhnnpogn-ft and salad ofouch was the modest ,e-

past composed and I could not but think that the
¦ph adidly dressed Hankey who waited upon ns was
ashamed of tbs poverty of the meal. The table. In
its abridged form, wonted at least fire-ond-twenty
people to lill il, and I should think thal seventy or
eighty guests could very comfortably have dined
in the great mom that formed the ground Hoer
of I he larg! st wing of the bones, Tba walls were

crowded with oicioreo whether good ot bad I do
know and the furniture was rery magnlfi-
c. ntly carved oak, tile back o'the sideboard being
pretty Dearly as tall BS tin- room, and enriched with
all sorts ol cuttings.
Thought I, howerer old Hawks bas earned his

money, plenty of it ba moat bare j and when I
looked at tbe lovable, beautiful creature whe «at
;it the head of thc table, and whoo, liimre was

thrown Into sweet relief by the handsome livery ot
tlie tel low who hung in the Brake of her chair, ami
reflected upon the fortune she was putty sure to
stop Into- for, sofaras I had learned, there was but
another child.and considered the crowds of band-
some yoong men and high-born young men.men
who, if the i had not the capacity of going forward,
were capable oi going back to any extent.who
would be only too happy to mingh (neb blood with
old Hawke's for the privilege of [uisansshig his
lov.l.v daughter and his Australian sovereigns.I
say tnot when 1 looked at ber, and thought thus.
my heart sank, a glenn fell upon my spirits, and I
felt disposed to curse thc chance that had made me

;i"'<iiiaiutcd willi my uncle and lcd lo my vim f>
Clifton.

B and by tbe footman went ont of the -room.. I
was fumbling over a peach, when Amelia said.
unite sequentially, for tho conversation led up to
tue ii-iii.-tii. '' 1. lenci' dear, are you glad ur miry
tl,nt Mr. Morecombe ls oming f"

" Now, von know, Amelia, that I don't cale a

snap of the Unger either one way or the other,'-'
answered Miss Hawke, langiling,
" is Mr. Morecombe s connection of yours, Mis«

Hawke P" snid I. looking sud talking innocently.
"Tell mi cousin be won!.! like to be, Florence,"

exclaimed Amelia, chuckling and sqneeslng grapes
into lor mouth, ami looking at me with a kind of
leer, as if she wished dm to know shoapproredof
my pretended Ignorance,
" No. lu- is no connecjionr" answered Mis" Hawke,

rery quietly. "Ile isa mn of sir Reginald More¬
combe, a person my father has a high regard for.
He is coming bora on a visit. Mr. seymour, will
v '.ii please give ..<. peach V
What was the meaning of the smile th.'lt llifted

over her Cece 1 Could she reid in me that [ WOS
half mad to ask her if there was the faintest chance
in the world af her complying with lier papa's1 de¬
sire.' Well, 1 must have been an ass to suppose
that she could inf rt. ni mv t bought-like that vet,
in', .mad eras so fofl at thal moment that I could
Uot but suspect she had caught a glimpse of a por¬
tion ol w hat vms whirling ami simmering in it.
"What is yoting Mr. Morecombe f" said I: "an

anny man ."'
" He is nothing." said Miss Hawke.
"Very much nothing at all," observed Amelia. I

waited breathless, thinking thal Hiss Hawke would
speak in his favor.

" 1 jim afraid he is rather a fool,"-.uni sh*.; where¬
upon 1 laughed at the top of my voice.
-.Why were foolM invented ?'' 1 exclaimed. BS

lively as a sparrow, on B sudden ;
" to mitigate anv

-pint of discontent that might sometimes visit
monkeys! or aa standards for measuring the intel¬
lect of ladies .

"

"Why do you say that.'" cried Amelia. "Are
woman only At for fools f"

'No. no!" sold I. "The women wboareabore
fools can't be measured by them. I am speaking of
omen who allow foote to make lore to them, and

iv ho ead in marrying foote.''
"A girl may marr] a fool, ami not know lie is a

fool iiniil she linds bim hei husband," said Miss
Hawke.

1 wouldn't have contradicted ber to have saved
my life; bul for all that, I didn't ogres with ber*
A matt, it i- true, may prove a bigger fool ofter
marriage to his a iii than he seemed before, because
hie wife has had the ebonee ol looking deeper Into
linn ; bot, if ever bs was a fool at all, bs was S fool
before his marriage, and the wonaan knee it.

.. I should not objei t rery mncb to stupid men,"
.melia, " if they wen- foolishly amiable, and

not generally conceited. I don't profess to know
mueh about Mr. Morecombe, bot, so for as 1 huve
got, what annoys me most In him is thia.when he
puts his glasi into his eye, and looks around, there
.-. n be no question that he tin oks himself a person'
of consequence^ and that he embellishes life, Hi !
(I. tnv dear I v. hen.", er I meet with what pana calls
b swell. I always wonder how many foot nigh it
would oe necessary to mount Into the .air to look
doom and not bo obie to see tbs noble creature."
M How terribly democratic they are In America,

M.. Seymour." exclaimed Miss 'Hawke, laughing,
¦. in Australia, yon know, wereverence pedigree.'1
" Vis, ilu- Australians aro _. loyal people; they

believe in lords, and sing God save USS «, mi n,' "

s.iid I. "And dont von s.e. Aim lia. that your
notion ol going into the air and losing sight of the
swell hits the man of genius tool Would little
Thomas Moore bavs beea visible three miles
down t"

" Not hi* body, but the best part of bim would,"
said Miss Hawk)', " for Aim lia (mild lake the Irish
Melodies into tin- nil willi her."
[should have praised this ns t neat torn in any¬

body but emiline, rum Miss Florence it sounded to
BM iiiioinnaraidy tine. I was delighted, and said it
w as worthy ol Hook. (Why Hook .' 1 must have
meant Hood.)

.¦ Pray, Miss Hawke," said I. " where la nora ."
" flora f oh, poor, dear old Horn, l sm somy to

snv, is not areli. The housekeeper is nursing her
down stans. Bot yon axe not sorry, an jon ? Ion
think her vicious. liven had she bet D will. I shin bl
not have introduced li.r. And yet be cannot bite.
.-.lie lias no tOOth."

" Von should order a false set for her." says
Amelia, with a sober face.

.. I lore poor old Flora," (ontinm -d Mi-s Hawke,
In her tender voice [observe, li was delightful to
bear her say " 1 love." Hi r lips were BkSme lo form
the words, lnr face to look tho thought expressed ll
'¦ bbs w..s ,.,\ mother's i>et. and has been mine over

since momma died, li will grieve ms when poor
obi Flora goer,; ant) I simnIt nato the noarhnssn for
telling me this morning thai he's afraid she will not
lu-t min h longer."

" Dont let ihe eo.-tchman d.tfSBS JOOL said I
softly. " I haven jumr opinion of OOOChmisn as a

lindy. 1 hey know very little. Let them Htick to
lmisj-s ami leave doa slope."" Jack, it is time to go," sahl Amelia, teokioaoi
the dock. "Why, Florence, your papa ami slr.
Moreeombe will be antoine at sis o'clock amt timi-
ius; us still ut lunch." Ami up hhe iuiiijied.
Miss Hawke begged her not to lie in u burry, it

was only balf-poat two. r'or my part, I should
bare aeon willing to stop anti! I hod liecn tamed
out; bat I could not stay without Amelia, aud
Amelia de. Iiii'(I she must BO; mi mj cousin went to

paton her hm, ami when that job-which kept, me
walting twenty miautes.¦was perfbnsen, we bude
Mi.-is Haw kc farewell sud piiM-ed oin of the house
with all lite state that could lu- , onioned open us

by a footman holding open the door, a butler bow*
ing. and another fellow in livery in the distance
looking on.

" 1 have thoroughly enjoyed BB] morning," xuid I,
os we walked in the dina tion ul By ancles ii
"I BBB rOTf glad lo hear lt, replied Vim liri.

" \\ e w.nit von ;o eiiioy vourseli white you BU
willi 00, Aud i lu.in.- yan will oat l»e in a hurry to

"ion are all delightfully kind and good. This
?.ort of life I fear, will until me for lodging-* in
London. I um a I ra id it will make BBB waul Ul Ret I

il. Amelia."
"W__,"_u._ ai,-, i_ii;;hiug, ">ou ought no; to j

find much trouble when you do make np your mind.
Yon are very impressionable.you will not oe nam

to pleaee, will youl" .. .

''Why do you say that f Here I wu twenty -uv e

years old, ana i have never been in love yet.,
"That may be," said she; but von are in love

now, aren't your I colored, hesitated, and thin

exclaimed: ¦»-___
" Yes, I think 1 am-I ara pretty sure I am. Htow

lovely sbe is! how gentle! how kind! who coma

help loving her f" ,, .

"That is what I mean by being impressionable,
said Amelia, laughing pleasantly. "You »r«v^1
here last evening, it. is now about three o clocK,
and in that time yon have fallen in love."
" Well, don't make a Joke of it, Amelia., If it

fsn't permissible to fall in love with a girl like

Florence Hawke almost ba lani as onocan look ;it

her, why should nature allow the emotion to exist T

eh, T think that's a puzzler, isn't itt" aud I heard
mi Mell'laughing harshly. ,

" I am not making h joke of lt, Jack," sn/werod
Amelia. " I believe If I were a mau 1 should full tn

love with Florence myself. 1 don't mean to sn.V
that she is so irondrouslp beantifal as the fentlo-
meu profess to find her; but she Moa sweet charac¬
ter, and if I were a man that is what I should like
best In a wife."
"Yes, nnd that is exactly what I like best in

Florence." (What a horrible hypocrite I WOOU
And then, a cloud gathering upon my brow, " I

wish," I mumbled, moodily. " I Ead never seen her.
I shall have her on the blain and no good can come

of it. Her lather has got. bold of tim
tiller, and will steer her as be wants,
and the very sweetness of character you
speak of i« just nn assurance that she will
answer her helm. Besides, what chance should /
.stand, in any case f" And with my stick I let ny at
the twigs of the hedge past, which we were walking.

" I think she is disposed to like yon, do yon know,
Jack f" said Amelia.

" What puts that into your head ?"
" Wo were talking of you iu the bedroom, and she

said she enjoyed your frank manners. It was like
going a voyage to sit with yon, she said."
"Ah!"
" she also observed that the difference bot

vonni* man like Mr. Morecombe and a young man

like you was thc difference between the not atmos¬
phere of Jin evening party and the fresh breeze of
th.-sea-shore. No!" she continued, "I'm wrong.
It was 1 who said that. Hut she agreed wit!;
thoroughly that it wa.sjust the same M if she had
said it.7*

" What else did nb" bbs "'

" Why," she answered, trying to remember. " 1
think she thin (hanged the subject by speaking of
her dog."
" Ifay I smoke a cigarf I asked, she gave me

permission. " Can yon explain," I asked, "how it
is thu! Mr. Alphonso Hawke, If ho issn very anxious
|0 mai. v bis daughter.both daughters, I ¦'¦resume.
to blood, should DO living here instead of in London,
B lu re his means would enable him to get the elOBS
of man hs wants about him V
"Yon say both daughters; but Emily Hawke is

lever likely to many," answered Amelia. "The
poor thing ls little better than an invalid, she
suffers from s weak or curred spine, and her chest
is affected. Periodically she visita some fashionable
doctor in London, and that ls why, I believe, she Ls
away with her father now. I jun sure I cannot tell
whv Mr. Haw Ive does not live iu London. Perhaps
be ls not BO very sure of being able to get tlie
society he likes. This vince agrees with him and
Emily, ho told papa, tteeides. if Mr. Morecombe
colin is up to liis iihii of un eligible young nulli, then,
as he has got him, find as one is enough.for we uro

not Mormons jit Clifton, Jack --lie may think it
would only be a waste of money to live lu London
for the said" of getting ol hers.""
"What doyen moan by gut lum, Amelia?" I rattled

ont. "Yon dont mean to say that his marriage
with Miss Florence is sortied f"
. "I believe it is, in Mr. Hawke's mind, mid no

doubt in youngMorecombe's. Hut not in How-lee's.
siic is not likely to accept a man sbe can

ridicule."
"That's no guarantee." I muttered. "Hut,

gracious mercy I if it is only a question of blood
with Mr. Hawke, cannot bogot higher than young
Morecombe 1"

" Yes, but be is evidently satlsnVid with the blood
of the Morecombes.''

" I w ish I e-.uld spill it! I wish somebody would
shed il!" 1 exclaimed. " If the father attacks his
daughter on one side and the representative of the
blood of the Morecombes attacksheron theother.shn
must yield; she isdoomed; her amiability will be her
fatality, Hm will lie crushed under the ruius of
berown good-nature."

'¦ Is it not a little early for you to begin te teas
your hair. Jack f' said Amelia, laughing heartily,
" You n allv cannot have made up your mind upon
the state of your heart yet. Wait a little."

" What, vcr maj bs the state of my heart,
Amelia," aaid I, " 1 have bared it to you, and you
will respect the solemn secrets you have beheld
in it."
" Oh, certainly."
" You will not hu Bthe a word of this convcr-a-

tion to your napa or mamma?''
" Not a syllable. lhere is nothing to breathe."

And as she said thi-. with difficulty preserving her

parity, ws entered tho grounds of my uncle's
noose.

_

CHAPTER V.
Mr. AiritoNsu Hawkf.

ll ia a mistake to ask a woman not lo btejitheii

Syllable. UM cannot bc trusted, least of all with
another person's lora secret. She can keep her own,
hut not yours or mine. And, indeed, very often she
cannot keep her own. I remember a young gentle¬
man telling me that, having fallen in love with a

girl, he pSOpon d to ber in a very neat letter that
had cos' bim nearly a'tiiiro of expensive paper. She
answered by return, deeliniug his ofter, hoping he
would forgive her and they would be friends. She
bad destroyed bis letter, she .said, and as she did
uot mean to breathe a syllable of what bad paused
lu 'tween tliein, she hoped he would be silent too.

Moana bile, be was to lie sure to come to their dance
next SB and Blt Well, bis heart having been de¬
clined, it suited bim very well to be silent, and
nothing but his faith in her promise of secrecy,
coupled with bia anxiety to gaze mi ber once more,
could have furnished bim arith sufficient fortitude
ta pn-si'iit himself at tbs danes given by the yoting
lady's mamma. The behavior of the numerous

family satisfied him thal nobody knew be bail pro¬
posed to tbe girl, and ha d meed in a collected ami
OBSy ir uno >>1 mind. Hut what was the truth?
He ultimately won the girl's lore, and when they
were married she -__. "Of course. Montague, I
showed ymir letter to papa and mamma, and my
brothers and sisters, and poor Aunt Jane.you re¬
memberdear \unt Janet.-fox was it to be supposed,
Montague, that I could hide such B PPrlQBP thing as

ali otter of marriage from my family T"
Amelia served me tn that way. She went and

told Sonnie thai I had confessen, " Yes, my dear,
ea.only think f.to be deeply in love with

Florence Hawke | Sophia nave tne news to her'
mother, who banded it on to my ancle. No doubt
they all pledged om- Boothe] to secrecy. Hut my
uie le could not hold his tongue . and on the evening
ol' the day on 0 bich I had linn bed with Miss Hawke,
the ladies haring retired to rest, aud bs and I ito-
ing alone, sitting in the open window and .smoking
cigars, he spoke as follow.:

" So, my boy " (and this was the delicate way in
which he opprooehed the subject), "they tell me

you are head over ears in love with Florence
Hawke."

" Who an- they .'" I observed.
"Ail.vour relations," be answered. "Biri why

d'ye want to keep it a secret T and yet I don't know.
You're right to lie sly ifyou'resincere | Coi IfHawke
twigs your sentiment, stand by I Hut i s;iy; Jan-c¬
how on earth can yon be in love with a girl you
bare only met once oi twice, mid have only heard
ot diiriug thc last. tw< iitv-iDiir hours f"

" I'm sure I can't tell vni," said I.
" Whv. n took me eight months to malta up my

mind to oilei for your aunt- a handsomer woman
tin ii thea I linville is now make no mistake about
that, sir. A proper tomoM.a lady ia heart andu
woman in beauty, roting mau."
" Hint sh-' is -lill." -and I.
" Yen, (very inch of her. Eight mouths, I say. it

took nie to resolve, aud lien* are you ri|>e in less
than twenty-four noon fat tho parson so operate
on. Bat this is tbe age of locomotives, tim sixty*
inilcH-aii-hoiii epoch, and a correct juirtrait of the
period should repreei nt it as pelting before s hurri¬
cane, holding its gi iv hail on with both hands."

" I think .von fmge ahead B trifle too fast," said
I. " I greatly admire Miss Hawke, and so do von."
Ile nodded. " Hut when you speak of my tieing

speiHt'ly in love, you're giving ii obiara*.ter tomy
Imitation tliat 1 nally can't say it vet BOaBBSBBB,
" Well, my lad." said he, " I don't know what's in

your mind, nor does it matter, but I'll tell you this,
foal] lie a lucky fellow if you win ker. 1 should say
she's good for icu thousand pounds, if a penny, with
mole to ( ome. Moreover, she is a lady, which is a

tine Hiing for one's friends, aud a beauty, which is
a line thing for one's self. Any help I run give you,
Jack, you may couimaml. Your aunt may bang a

hi! in the wind, as she's got to work the sense of
duty to her neighbor oil lier mind ; but your
cousins asa at your service, and, with a pair of
i lever girls to do your love-errands, you should l»e
able to oatwoathst Old Nick himself, WBtO be r'lur-
1'in e's papa."
Though 1 could talk as ofl'-handedly as he, I was

uot without a stock of native modesty; aud we

were now upon a subject which sentiment hadi toa
ci rfjiiu extent, con sec ru ted, und whit h I felt ought
|0 be approached hat in hand, so thut 1 did not
mi), b cale to humor my uncle's irreverent, com¬

mercial and hiilf-iee.ring allusions to iL 1 ibSBO-
fore, without much trouble, drew him away from
the subject, and w:is presently splitting my sides
erm ssbbs capita] Yoeheestories kwrelated j though,
when 1 -rent to my bodlQOSB, I bung for a long halt
hour over Mis*. I lonnie's photograph,OBlL v. Iiu-i in
bed, Im so fong h time full of thought that the
sparrows were twitteriog on the trees when 1 foll
asleep. Wuk 1 to get no rest at l litton t

N *t morning 1 took my iw___s for adrien ta tho
phaeton, and vvluii we nor fairly under way 1
said io Aim ita, " Do yon rernemboT piambongMs ta
breathe a syllable!"
" Of what," a-kcd.-lia.

" Of our talk yesterday, when we returned from
Clifton I.odge."'
" Yes, I kept my word. Sophie asked questions,

particularly if you were not in love with Florence,
and I said yes. you were."
"And why shouldn't wo kuow f" exclaimed good-

natured Sophie. "Wear,- naturally interested in
you. and in Florence, too."

1 had to thank ber for this, which, of MM put
an end to my reproaches.
" IJy-the-by»> .bu k," said Amelia. "1 forg't to

ask you fox Florence's portrait, which JTOO wry
kindly put Into your pocket to keen for me."

'. I'll goon kc ping it for yon,''I replied. "You
may trust mo; lt will be *faffe safe"
Both tbe girls laughed, Mud Amelia said, " I did

not tell you. Sophie. !hat when Jock wah admiring
Florence's portrait she tu.mil to mo and a-sked -ro¬

lf I would like it, Im you think she wan sure it
would timi its way through BBS to J.ck, or tlnoiigb
Jack to me f Upon my word, she is a deep kittle
thing."

ko a flirtf I asked, not much relishing my
cousin's applause of her.

" If sbe were, should I tell fsa .'" answered Ame¬
lia, laughing loudly. "N>>, no; thorBMonmBB 'liing
n* i*ii,-ir iii 9prmp among women; we may sm-r ai
one another sxoeng onrselTOS. ont right-mind >1 fe-
ItlJlles nevi OZpaai thesis's ililirillitics tO ill. i'lll-

moii enemy."
" lb sides. Jack," said Sowine, ' no airl is sup¬

posed to know whether another WI flirt or not. lt
is for men to BBS.I the discovery.''

Well, to lu; sure, all this bun very twop. ni... talk,
the chatter of three young relations driving a '-iig j*

road in a phaeton ; but it pleased and OiDtUK 1 n.e.

I found tl.it th.girUenioyed conversing o > tho
subject of love, aud that they '.vere quite di I

to eui oiuage me to make a fool of myself over .Mi-i
llawke. Hine an- women who like to set people
quarrelling with one another, and there are women

who like to set pennie making love to SM another.
Mv cousins were ofthis order, and their napa, txr-

haps. knew their peculiarity when bespoke "i them
as a couple of clever girls, willing to run on any er¬

rands I might want to nut them tc
And. inion my word, if I were a girl, I should

think that the nert lx>t fun to having a sweet boort
is tB Bet as factotum to a pair of lovers ; to onjoy
the confidence of both J to patch up damage,
ings; to conroy [ettore, and bm the comely, as I
may say, from the w ings instcjid of from the. front.
Hit it is a woman's business, and. to perform her
part to ber own and the satisfaction nf Others, shu
not only requires plenty of leisure, but she moist hu
emotional, if not hysterical, .iud exceedingly
amiable; nor, perhaps, can she lie held abso¬
lutely qualitiod for the arduous post uni. i

abb-to show that she luis been ni love hers-l., and
knows what blighted feelings arc.
We returned borne at half-past 12, and as I rlroTO

up to tbe door, I saw my uncle walking uinb r tho
trees with a tull niau w-carina a 1m'_iiT, Li.s uj.jier
lip shared

"It's Mr. Hawke!" said Amelia, and when the
girls alighted, they went Bf ta him and hook
bauds. I followed, when tim groom was near

ci...ugh to catch the nins I flung to him, in d my
m.eh- introduced me. Mr. Hawke made a v i ry
stately bow. This was evidently the first he lia'!
beard "f me; and when he regained his ramrod
on i im^.s. h. scrutinised bbb with as keen a pa i od
cys as WON ever levelled at a youth. Be
tolerably good-looking man ; tall, and well di
H.- a bb mataliilj rosy (litre-em frons thc burly
Colonial 1 had sosaohow pictured bim. He i arrieo
avery grave expression of face, ami the-!
his coat being long, and his beard hiding tin <urni-
ture of liis Beek, be might have been mistake: !< r a

clergyman. A pair of gold eye-glasses dangled
upon his ample surface of waistcoat*a la ige il i.i.: ond
tia.shol inion one hand, that was ungloved, a lin
tho otheronad waa a stout cane, adorned with a
luavy gold knob. [ noticed that he spoke slowly,
witha degree of deliberation that was boto nu-

some and disturbing, as it SOggestod not i.ly a

solicitude as to his choice of words, but i,

mgsas to his capacity of deliveiing them .vina
selected.
Bophie asked after his daughter F.iuily.
"Thank you, Miss Seymour, sin is as well OS wu

have a right to expect. >ir Timothy Tosneon thinks
that no change of air ioat present necessary. Tba
journey home fatigued ber.aw .poor thm_, bot a

night's rest has, I am happy to soy, restored her.
And theu. addressing me,

" What do you think of
Clifton, sir f ls this your lirst.aw.your tirsC
visit :'
"It is," I replied. "I only an-'veil the night be¬

fore last, but what I lu)ve seen delights inc'
"And, mind you, Mr. Hawk.-, "says my mule,

"my nephew Jack's opinion ia not to bs d' pined,
for lie has visited >y,lii.v harbor."

"<<h, you know sydney, Indeed!"-.claimed tba
old follow, as if mv Knowing Sydney rather dis. ...i-

. 11 ted bim. '" Pray, how do you know |ydw .» I''
"As a sailor, sir.''
"Ob. a- a sailorf yes, just so. Von will not.aw

.have mnch acquaintance with it. Ilyrecollection
is, that sailors are only allowed lo go ashore.I .».-
lieve.aw.that is tho expression.to go ashore at
night, as they have to work all day."

'"tillite right," said I. "I see that you kuow
something about the nautical calling."
"Not niiah, uot much, indeed," he replied, never

relaxing his distressing gravity, mid speaking as if,
on the whole, any knowledge ol the nautical (jilling
was fialftnlatod to lead to social prejudice. " Haring
lived in Australia, I have.aw.bad DOOOSBarily t<»
cross the ocean to reach England, and have had,
Opportunities of inspecting.well.aw.pet.S) s nob
ol' inspecting.of witnessing.''
" lu short,"' out in my ancle, unceremoniously,

"you have seen enough of Jacks life to know
something abott it."
" Ah, yes." replied Mr. TTawke, giving ii littbi

scowl round, to let us understand that be bad been
ot no loss for words. " You didn't, perhaps," con¬
tinued he, addressing me, "kuow -sir Viiioiusvu
Smith at Sidney T"
" No," said I.
"Nor his very channing lady, who, by ti way,

Mr. Seymour/' speaking to my uncle, " turu- .ut io
be a connection of LotoTWear, my mond fir Regin¬
ald Morecombe's cousin."

'. We should call that a coincidence in Canada,"
said my uncle, giving me a look. " By the way.
Mr. Hawke, have you brought Mr. Morecombo
aloug with you to Clifton f"
Mr. Hawke answered yes, and that he and Flor¬

ence were out rid iug.a piece of news that reused
Sophie to steal a peep ut me while it excited in the
depths of my soul an evil wish that the ft How
would break Ins neck before be got home.
We itood, all five of us conversing for sonic time

under the trees, lt did not take me long t>> discov¬
er that Mr. Alphonso Hawke was a pontoon*old
bom, with an early training and biston of which
be was ashamed, lind to the vein . ring of wilie ii ho
was devoting his declining years. 1 was Mr; rk by
Ins way of spank big, the cautious manner in v bie_
lie groped along with his tongue, saying aw ... 1 ab
merely to euabb bim to pause and make sure, and
the tine airs lie put on iwbii b be moy hove aeon
ami admired iu "Sir Wilkinson Mnith and his
ch.nilling lady, a connection of tiie Moree;.. i
when he addressed my coonina. lin want oi >

waa the must harsssh-g part tnt him. He aroa, hi-
d. od, one "f those mea to whoas youlong
''For goodness sake, try not to be genteel, jiu.' pray
.¦ease io ;i,t us a poison of breeding. Drop mi -ir,
foi tin i.mlort of your friends, uow and
Kindly, bs vulgar una natural."
At last h" went away, declining my mich l's invi¬

tation to stop to lunch vv it ha lai!.'' and portly ave
of the band and a antila that sxpossd what ins¬
pected then, and know now, to have Ix -en a t of
spleudid false teeth. He gars tbe ladiesan im i-j*.

how as he quitted thom, and I watched wah un,
emotion almost od awe tbs solemit) of his tn J .'ti'l
snd tbs full-blown dignity of his conseqti nial
carriage ;is be walked by my limb's sid.- I tins
gate.

" Well, .lack," saul my uncle, returning and Inafc
ing ut nie willi a grin. '" what d'ye think ot fong
future tnther-ln-lnn r
14Hnsh, papa! for gracious goodin ri.al

Amelia, in a len ilied voice, ( as! iug bel ayes il ti.O
direction in which old Hawke bod ilisappssri
"Tut, tut!"said my uncle, '¦ n's out of In .tag-,

silly."
"ile tits the diameter jon gave hiai to e.

said I. " lleis a prig."
"Av. a p)'ig!''exclaimed my mile, "hut Isn't 'us

a One specimen of ono isn't be worth know
B prm You're not going to meet wiih
such a sample as that every dav, my
beni ty. Hoy I be shivered if the sight of him ulou**
isn't worth a long journey."
"Really, papa, said Sophie, remonstratively,

"he is our friend, dear. Ile ts Florence's father.
If we cannot noak well of him, ht us say nd in mr.''

" True," said 1; " he i«, Florence's papa. We .rn t
speak well of bim."
"Sophie, my love," said irv uncle, -sith fog

gravity, " let us, as the tum a list says, aiaai "ur
iniuds of chu!. Who would BBSS to nave, wini
would he l.otheriil with n< i|iiuiiitiuices, u me
knowing them were conditional on never saying
anything ill natured behind their backs T Do yon
think Hawke don't sneer at nu. Do von

siipisise thai he doesn't minnie ppm nads-
awake, the cut of my boote, my indifference to the
aristiH racy as lords ami ladies-aot, Jack, as ima
and women f No, 1 eau respect holiest people eveu
when they an titled. Um though Hawke BBSfSSBt
me, be asks BM to dine with bim ; and though t
luiigb st bili cheap pretensions, I accept his iivi-
tution ami return it.

" it's the way of the world. Sophie,'' said I. " Bat
I own that Mr. Hawke i» a bigger diaappwiiitincu-,
than I expected. How the dickens came his most
lovely daughter to Ix- a relative of hist"
" 1 say, Jack,'' cried my uucle rather malici.uudy,

"did you hear him say that Florence ami I outig
¦Orooombe were out ndiugf Man, you niti-i keep
your weather eye lifting. lWt let this be a stern
chase, for the pretty little craft will have been
boarded by tho fellow who is already abreast Bl her
before you on come up w it li lu I

"

" I'ray don't make my admiral ion of tbe girl too
s.guim ant,'' said I, not liking his banter at all.
"If Morecombe l-oanis ber il will be beean-e she
allows him to uo so. And if I don't overhaul her it
may ba liccauae I reckon my spars more va'uahlo
than the diane's capture."
"Don't talk iireek!" exclaimed Sophie, who had

listened eagerly. "What with boarding umi over¬

hauling omi stern-ehnnlng and such si ult, lt is im-
p.--Mil.I.- tO lind out your meaning.''
" lhere is uo meaning t*i hud out," said 1. Aud

here my uuut stood up in the window mid ca'.. .1 out
that lunch was ready.

lo be continues*


